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I said something of this to her one day, and she admitted that her early experiences had been hard, but " I am accustomed to it all now/' she added, " and I love my adopted country. I have the satisfaction of being honestly able to say that if I had to choose I would do it all over again ! "
The Crown Princess was most informal when entertaining small parties of her friends at Cotroceni. She was very gay in those happy pre-war days, loving her country life with her beautiful children round her, but at the same time never failing to carry out such tiresome public duties as always fall to the lot of the wife of the heir to the throne. Thus I remember attending a big charity concert over which she presided in a church (Greek). All the women of the corps diplomatique were invited to receive her, but for some reason no one turned up except myself.
The sanctuary, within the rails, was set apart for the Crown Princess, who occupied one of three big arm-chairs facing the congregation, with the Archbishop on her right, and myself on her left. The Crown Princess is extraordinarily beloved of the Rumanians, and as she subsequently moved around visiting the various stalls of the bazaar her progress was constantly impeded by those who pressed forward anxious to kiss her hand.
Rumanian social life is/in charm and intelligence, distinctly above the average, or at least it appealed to me as such, possibly on account of its very French character. French it is in all respects but one, and that is in the extraordinarily lax view the Rumanians take of the sanctity of the marriage tie. I might almost say that the possibility of divorce as a release228                   'INDISCRETIONS'
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